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Summary: A series of stories about the Lightwood Bane family and 
friends over the course of their lives. Featuring characters from The 
Mortal Instruments, The Infernal Devices and The Dark Artifices. 
Prompts are welcome. Rating may change. Disclaimer: I do not own any 
of the characters . I just love them very much. 


1. The Comforts of a Dream 

_Hello everybody! 

><em> 

_This is my first Malec story/series in which I wanted to explore 
moments in their lives as a family. There are going to be stories 
from different times in the Lightwood-Bane ' s lives. Some might 
feature characters from the Mortal Instruments, The Infernal Devices 
and from The Dark Artifices but I will let you know if there are any 
spoilers. One or two of the stories might even be told in different 
points of view but they will all feature the Lightwood-Banes in some 
form or another. _ 

_I have already written four stories already including this chapter 
but I'm going to publish them hopefully every fortnight. I am more 
than happy to recieve prompts of any kind from any of you if you like 
what I'm writing. Please feel free to let me know what you think. I 
thoroughly enjoyed writing this chapter so I hope you enjoy it too. 


_Quick note: I am British so I use the British spellings and terms so 
as to not confuse myself. _ 

_Spoilers for Born to Endless Night and possibly The Dark Artifices/A 
Long Conversation, (although I'm sure if any of you are like me, many 
of you already know what happens) ._ 


Enjoy ! 



><p><span><strong>The Lightwood Bane Chronicles<strong> 

**The Comforts of a Dream** 

Magnus woke in a sweat, his chest heaving with stuttering gasps and 
his heart hammering against his ribcage like a frightened bird 
beating its wings. He could feel his whole body trembling as his eyes 
darted around the darkness of the room, blindly taking in but not 
entirely registering the fact that it was night time and he was lying 
in his bed. 

Tiredly rubbing his eyes he tried to take in a calming breath to 
settle his nerves as the harsh images of his nightmare slowly faded 
from his mind. He had never had a dream like it nor had he felt that 
much terror all at once. Not even when he was a child being held 
underwater by his cursed stepfather. 

There was a quiet shuffling sound from behind Magnus shortly before 
he felt a strong but gentle arm curl around his waist. "MagnusaC 1 are 
you okay?" Alec mumbled sleepily into the back of Magnus's 
neck . 

Magnus wove his long fingers between each of Alec's own, lifting up 
his partner's hand and placing a gentle kiss on his palm. "I'm fine 
Alexander. You go back to sleep. I'll just go get a drink of water." 
He whispered, reaching over his shoulder with his free hand and 
touched Alec's cheek affectionately. Alec hummed half-heartedly in 
protest only to be replaced by soft snores a moment later. Magnus 
carefully removed Alec's arm and got out of bed, slipping into his 
silk kimono style dressing gown in one fell swoop as he exited his 
bedroom and shut the door quietly behind him. 

Magnus made his way over to the kitchen area of his apartment, 
conjuring up a glass with a spark of blue flame and then filling it 
up with fresh cold water from the tap. Normally Magnus would have 
just conjured up the glass with the water already in it but he 
preferred to take things slow for the moment, focusing on his task so 
as to save himself from thinking of his nightmare. It had left him 
unsettled. He was the High Warlock of Brooklyn, for Lilith's sake. He 
didn't _get _nightmares. 

Magnus snapped his fingers and the reading lamp by his armchair 
flickered to life with a soft orange glow. He decided a bit of light 
reading might help him get back off to sleep. So he sat in the 
armchair, fidgeting slightly so that the cushion sat _just right_ 
against the small of his back and picked up a forgotten book lying on 
the side table beside him. He opened the book and flicked through the 
pages until he reached his previous spot and stared at the blurry 
lines . 

No matter how hard he tried to focus his attention on the words in 
front of him, all he saw was remnants of his dream flicker like 
echoes across his eyes. The dream had started peacefully, as dreams 
always do. It was like imagining that you were looking at a painting 
from Picasso, taking in all of the abstract colours and designs, the 
melting clocks hanging on spindly branches and so on. But then the 
clocks are morphing into sunflowers and you suddenly realise you're 



looking at a Van Gogh painting instead. Only the Van Gogh painting is 
actually a terrifying monster, intent to crush your bones and destroy 
your entire world. 

Magnus shook his head out of his morbid thoughts and focused on his 
book . 

_When summoning a demon, it is vital that the pentagram you have 
drawn is secure and holds the correct runes and symbols that will 
contain the demon in quest iona€ 1 Many have tried to summon a demon 
whose power is too great for their pentagram to hold and has resulted 
in both their lives being taken and unleashing the beast on the 
mortal worlda€ 1 there is no known source of a warlock successfully 
summoning Lucifer himselfa€l_ 

Magnus snapped the book shut with trembling hands. Though he knew of 
the existence of angels and demons, to believe that the _Fallen One 
_actually existeda€l 

Magnus startled at the sound of a quiet creak to find his son Max 
standing in his baggy pyjamas a€" a pair of grey sweatpants and one 
of Alec's old black, long-sleeved shirts a€" holding on to his tatty, 
threadbare comfort blanket. "Oh Blueberry, it's only youa€ 1 " 

Magnus beckoned the young warlock over to him. Max shuffled along the 
floor never once loosening his grip on his blanket and crawled onto 
Magnus's lap, lying his horned head carefully against Magnus's 
shoulder. Magnus rested his cheek on top of Max's unruly, dark blue 
hair and wrapped his son in a tight comforting hug. Although Max was 
now seven years old his face still held the youthful look of a boy 
almost half his age. Max leaned into Magnus's side, curling up into 
an awkward ball of jutting limbs, but comfortable enough. "I had a 
bad dream Papa." Max whispered his little blue hand grasping hold of 
the lapel of Magnus's dressing gown. 

"That's terrible news." Magnus frowned, hugging Max closer to his 
chest. "Did the Chairman not do his job again?" Max shook his head 
and Magnus tutted in reply. Max always tended to sleep better when 
the little cat was sleeping in the boys' bedroom, acting almost like 
a living dream catcher. Magnus lifted his head and peered down at 
Max's face. "Do you want to talk about it?" 

Max blinked slowly and gave Magnus a short nod. Magnus smiled at Max 
encouragingly and waited patiently for his son to speak. "We were at 
the park having a picnic with Daddy's family." Max said slowly, 
staring off into nothingness as he retold his dream. "We were having 
fun. I was pretending to be a pirate with Grandma Maryse and Rafe was 
showing his new shoes to Uncle Simon. You were sat with Daddy in the 
shade by the duck pond when Uncle Jace said that the ducks had 
disappeared . " 

A small crease appeared on Magnus's brow as Max continued to speak. 
"Then, the birds began to fly out of the trees and the squirrels 
scattered about without their acorns. Everyone was getting worried 
because the ground was shaking. I felt sick." Magnus heard Max's 
breath hitch as the boy stared down at his hands in thought. 

Magnus shifted in his seat wishing now that he had just sat on the 
sofa. It was a lot more comfortable anyway. Perhaps he should just 
throw the armchair out altogether. It did clash with the homely 



dA©cor he had decided upon after all. Magnus knew it wasn't the seat 
at all that was making him uncomfortable. 

"I tried to conjure some bubbles to calm myself down like how you 
showed me Papa, but every time I tried, my magic burned my hands. My 
horns started hurtinga€l" Max sniffled and looked up at Magnus. "My 
horns never hurt. Papa. Not even when my hat gets caught on them, or 
when Chairman Meow tries biting them when he's sat on my 
shoulders . " 

"I know Max, I know." Magnus said soothingly. "But it's only a dream 
Blueberry. It's not real." 

"But that wasn't the worst part Papa." Max said sitting up and facing 
Magnus with wide worried eyes. Magnus watched Max, feeling his body 
tense with a deep feeling of dread. Max wiped his nose with the 
corner of his blanket as his eyes began to well with tears. "A 
m-monster came out of the pondaC 1 a giant, red beastaC 1 " 

a€l_with broken wings of dazzling white flames and eyes so dark and 
merciless, to look upon them would destroy your mind and leave you 
screaming and writhing in agonya€l_ Magnus shuddered as Max's monster 
appeared before his eyes, rising from a pool of pitch and 
flames . 

"It killed Daddy." Max sobbed. "A-and Rafe. And Grandma and Uncle 
J- JaceaC 1 " Magnus pulled Max to his chest and rocked him back and 
forth as Max cried. "It killed everybody Papa! I was so scared. I 
couldn't find you and then a€" t-then it killed you, PapaaC 1 " 

"Max it was just a dream. Nothing is going to take your Dad, or your 
brother or I, away from you." Magnus said firmly. 

"But Daddy and Rafael aren't like us. Papa. You said they're mortal." 
Max blubbered into Magnus's chest. "I don't want them to die Papa! 

It ' s not fair ! " 

"Hey now," Magnus took Max's head in his hands and wiped his tears 
away with a few swipes of his thumbs. "We've talked about this 
haven't we?" Max reluctantly nodded and Magnus gave the boy a 
comforting smile. "Yes, your father and brother are mortal and 
theyaC 1 they will grow old and die." Magnus paused a moment to compose 
himself, feeling a heavy knot constrict in his chest. "And when that 
day comes it will be difficult. But that day will not be anytime 
soon, will it? Not if we have anything to do about it." 

Max wiped his eyes with the back of his hand and nodded firmly. 

"Daddy and Rafe protect the Mundanes." 

Magnus nodded with a smile. "And _we_ protect Dad and Rafael." 

Max smiled a little at Magnus before he wrapped his gangly arms 
around Magnus's chest and hugged his Papa close. They fell into a 
comfortable silence, neither one wanting to move just yet. They 
listened to the sounds of Alec's gentle snoring and Rafael's soft 
breathing coming from their bedrooms. 

When the skies outside the windows started to lighten. Max looked up 
at Magnus curiously. "Papa, why were you awake? Did you have a 
nightmare too?" 



Magnus remembered the echoes of his dream as clear as daylight. The 
clear blue skies tearing apart as the ground shook from beneath their 
feeta€lthe water in the duck pond swirling with the blood of the 
damned souls of hella€lthe _Fallen One _rising from brimstone and 
f lames a€ 1 

Magnus shook his head. "No Max. I just wanted some chocolate." He 
watched as his son glanced at the cupboard in the kitchen where Alec 
liked to keep the sweets, far too high up for either Max or Rafael to 
reach, and matched Max's mischievous grin. "I won't tell if you 
don't." Magnus whispered conspiratorially . Max nodded eagerly. Magnus 
snapped his fingers and the sweet jar appeared in Max's hands in a 
flash of blue flames. 

"Make sure you save some for Rafael too. You know how much he likes 
the toffees." Magnus chuckled as Max rummaged in the jar, feeling 
proud that he had managed to clear away his son's troubles for now. 
Magnus knew that there will always be times where the deaths of Alec 
and Rafael would trouble both Magnus and his son. But for now they 
could be forgotten for just a little while longer whilst he helped 
himself to some chocolate. 


2. A Lesson in Tolerance 
_Hello again !_ 

_I know I said that I wouldn't upload a new chapter for at least a 
fortnight but I couldn't help myself. I have been itching to upload 
this chapter for ages so I thought what the hell! _ 

_Thank you to Janna, eli-rose and maggie for being my first 
reviewers! It really cheered me up to know what you all thought. I 
really do love hearing what people think of my stories, even if it is 
just constructive criticism, so please feel free to leave a comment. 
Also thank you all to those who have already put this series onto 
their f avourite/f ollowing lists. _ 

_Quick note: This chapter is set after The Dark Artifices when Rafael 
and Max are twelve and ten years old. Beatriz also makes a small 
cameo so spoilers from Tales from the Shadowhunter Academy and from A 
Long Conversation. It also features our lovely favourites Clary and 
Jace from The Mortal Instruments. (Again, spoilers for the 
above ! ) _ 

_Hope you all like it. Enjoy !_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>The Lightwood-Bane Chronicles<strong> 

**A Lesson in Tolerance** 

"Why does it always have to be our boys?" Magnus muttered as the 
glittering blue portal that had brought him and Alec to the New York 
Institute, collapsed on itself with a quiet pop. "Just once, I'd like 
to be able to drop them both off someplace for the afternoon without 
getting an emergency message saying that they've gotten into trouble 
again . " 



Alec let out an exhausted sigh as he pushed open the doors to his old 
home to let them both through. He hadn't lived at the Institute for 
just over ten years but seeing as he was there nearly every other 
day, either dropping off Rafael and Max to do some training with the 
other local Shadowhunters or attending alliance meetings between the 
vampires and the werewolves, everything still felt familiar as if he 
had only just moved out yesterday. "They might not even be in trouble 
Magnus. Jace didn't even say what happened, just that we needed to 
come and pick them up." Alec heard a snort come from behind him as 
they entered the elevator and pressed the button for the training 
room floor. Alec turned to his husband and caught Magnus in the 
middle of rolling his cat-like eyes. Most days Alec would have 
happily ignored this, knowing that Magnus never meant anything by it, 
but today wasn't one of those days. Alec let out an annoyed huff. 
"Look Mags, let's just go retrieve them and we can sort it out at 
home . " 

The elevator dinged as the doors slid open to reveal Clary pacing 
anxiously in the hallway in front of them, her hand rubbing soothing 
circles on her swollen belly. Clary looked up at them and let out a 
sigh of relief. "Oh good, you're finally here. Hurry now, we've only 

just managed to stop some of the students from contacting the 

Clave . " 

Alec swallowed nervously as he and Magnus quickly followed Clary down 
the hall towards the training room. There were sounds of shouting and 
thumps coming from the other side of the doors which only grew louder 
as Clary threw them open to reveal the chaos inside. A large group of 
about a dozen Shadowhunter students were gathered around the crash 
mats, egging on what appeared to be a fight. Alec wasn't sure exactly 
what was wrong until he saw Jace in the middle of the crowd along 

with the Institute's new weapons trainer Beatriz, struggling to break 

up a fight involving four or five students. It was only then that 
Alec noticed the bright glittering sparks of magic shooting into the 
air above their heads. 

"Don't even say it Magnus," Alec snapped as Magnus turned to 
him . 

Clary strode up to the group pushing her way through the students. 
"All right! Break it up! Stop it right now or so help me, you'll all 
be sorry . " 

Alec and Magnus followed her lead as the students started to 
dissipate. Some of the students looked perfectly happy to give them a 
wide berth, especially when they noticed Magnus's hands spark with 
blue flames. Lying in a heap on the mat was their son Max, now a 
gangly ten year old with sprouting horns curling from his dark blue 
head sporting a bruised eye and a swollen lip, trying to stop the 
tears of pain in his eyes from falling. Alec felt a pang of horror in 
his chest which quickly changed into simmering rage as he clapped 
sight of a young Shadowhunter boy lying unconscious next to him with 
a bloody nose and a missing tooth. 

"I'll kill him! I swear I'll kill him!" Rafael yelled as he struggled 
against Jace ' s restraining arms. Magnus swooped down to Max's side 
and helped sit him up as Alec turned to his parabatai. Rafael's 
yelling had now turned into angry grunts and the occasional 
exclamation in Spanish. 



"Anytime you'd like to give me a hand here Alec, I ' d be very 
grateful." Jace remarked dryly as he struggled to restrain Rafael's 
flailing arms. 

"Rafael, that's enough!" Alec barked at his son before grabbing the 
back of the boy's shirt and dragged him away from the mat. Rafael 
still struggled but only half heartedly, his face still fixed with 
fury towards the boy on the mat. Beatriz turned to the rest of her 
students and ordered them to the showers to calm down whilst Clary 
knelt down to check over the boy. Magnus had managed to get Max to 
stand up and was limping unhappily next to his Papa as Jace led them 
all to his office. 

Alec deposited Rafael on the leather couch in the corner next to Max 
who was whimpering as he cradled his right arm to his chest. Jace 
closed the door to his office and let out a breath shaking his head 
before slumping down in the chair behind his desk. Magnus was now 
standing next to the couch casting worried glances at Alec who stood 
looking at their sons with his arms crossed. 

Jace picked up a glass and the jug of water that was sat on his desk 
and poured himself a drink. "Just what I needed today," He sighed 
before taking a sip. Magnus raised his eyebrow at him. 

"Oh, I'm sure this was exactly what you needed Herondale. But alas, 
this isn't about you Blondie." Magnus quipped folding his manicured 
hands in front of him. "Why don't you go and check on Biscuit? All 
this stress can't be good for her in her delicate condition." 

Jace rolled his eyes and stood up, casting a cautious glance at Alec 
who hadn't moved an inch. "Alright, shout if you need me." Jace wove 
around his desk and clapped his hand on Alec's shoulder. "Go easy on 
them brother. Good luck boys." 

And with that Jace left the room, closing the door and leaving them 
in silence. Alec remained quiet. Magnus began to wonder whether it 
was possible for someone to get so furious that it struck them dumb 
with rage . 

"Well?" Alec eventually spoke breaking the silence in the small room. 
Magnus could sense the anger coming from his husband's tense body, 
and so it seemed, could their sons who were now looking pointedly at 
the floor. "Somebody better have a good explanation for that ungodly 
debacle in the training room." 

"He started it!" Rafael piped up earning the attention from both of 
his parents. Max seemed to shrink back in to the fabric of the couch, 
as though if everybody's attention was on his brother they wouldn't 
notice him. Rafael sat up straight, flicking his unruly brown hair 
out of his eyes as he met his father's eyes defiantly. "He was 
picking on Max so I clobbered him one." 

"And that makes it alright does it?" Alec's normally placid tone 
rising which made Max flinch. There were only a few times before Max 
had seen his Dad angry but never this furious. 

"Alexander, perhaps we should save this for when we get home." Magnus 
suggested calmly. Alec shook his head furiously. 



"No Magnus, I want a proper explanation from our sons before we go 
anywhere." Alec turned his attention to Max and upon seeing the boy 
cowering on the seat, softened only slightly. "Max, what 
happened? " 

Max sniffled and winced as he tried to move his arm to wipe his 
running nose. Magnus softened and conjured up a tissue and a first 
aid kit. Gently he knelt down beside the young warlock and dabbed his 
little blue face with the tissue, before bandaging up his arm. Rafael 
shuffled closer to his little brother, his eyes shifting warily 
around them as if expecting another attack. "Bernard was calling Max 
horrible names. He kept saying that he shouldn't be in the Institute 
training with us because he wasn't a Shadowhunter like me and you." 
Rafael spoke as he carefully wrapped his arm around Max's shoulders 
in an awkward hug. 

"He called me a f-filthy demon spawn." Max grumbled morosely. 

"He said what?" Magnus asked in a deadly calm voice as Alec noticed 
blue flames sparking erratically around his fingers. Max looked up at 
his Papa tearfully, leaning into Rafael's side for support. 

"He called him a demon spawn." Rafael repeated darkly. "So I punched 
him. " 

"That still doesn't make it right for you to hit him until he's 
nearly dead." Alec said sternly, now feeling calm enough to think 
rationally. Rafael looked up at Alec in astonishment. 

"You'd do the same for Uncle Jace ! " 

"He's got a point Alexander." Magnus interjected, as he cleaned Max's 
lip. "In fact I know that you would do a lot worse if anyone said 
anything bad about your family." 

"I'm not disputing that, but you're better than this Rafael." Alec 
crouched down until his was almost eye level with his son. "We raised 
you better than to use this kind of behaviour." 

"But that's what Shadowhunters do." Rafael frowned. "We protect the 
ones we love." 

Alec nodded imploringly. "Yes, that is what Shadowhunters do. And I'm 
glad you stuck up for your brother but if we used our fists all the 
time on ignorant people, we'd just get bloody knuckles. Rise above it 
and prove to yourself that you can be better than them." 

Rafael sat quietly in thought for a moment before he spoke up. "So 
are you saying I should have just ignored him?" 

"Your father is saying you _both_ should ignore him." Magnus said 
turning the tissue in his hand into a burning puff of blue smoke. 
"Besides, that kid is an idiot and is raised by stupid Nephilim 
parents. No offense." He quickly added with a look at both Alec and 
Rafael . 

Alec stood up and ruffled Rafael's hair. "Come on, lets go 
home . " 


"Are you going to ground us again?" Rafael asked nervously, helping 



Max stand up. Magnus led them out of the room towards the entrance of 
the Institute. They could always send a note to Clary and Jace later 
when they get home. It was too late now to let them know in person as 
the sun outside had already begun to set on the busy city 
streets . 

"You're both absolutely grounded." Alec replied much to Rafael's 
distress. "And if your father and I are ever called because you two 
have been in trouble again, you can rest assured you'll be grounded 
for the rest of your lives." 

"The rest of my life..?" Max whispered horrified, glancing at 
Magnus's back. "Forever and ever. Papa?" 

"Oh, most definitely." Magnus called back over his shoulder. A bright 
blue doorway appeared in front of them as Magnus conjured up a portal 
to their apartment in Brooklyn. They stepped through the portal and 
were greeted with a put out Chairman Meow who had started to become 
quite grumpy in his old age. 

Alec nudged the boys towards the bathroom. "Right, both of you get 
cleaned up for dinner. If you're quick, I might just put your Aunt 
Izzy's soup in the bin instead of making you eat it." The boys shot 
off towards the bathroom, with Rafael leaping over the back of the 
sofa in an attempt to make it through the doorway first. Alec let 
himself smile a little. Magnus strode over to his husband and pressed 
a kiss to his cheek. 

"What are you thinking about Alexander?" Magnus whispered quietly, as 
Chairman Meow wove around their legs. 

Alec turned and wrapped his arms around Magnus's waist, giving him a 
kiss with a smile. "Is it bad that I feel proud Rafael broke that 
kid ' s nose? " 

Magnus snorted. "No. Trust me if I'd got hold of him, that kid's 
broken nose would be the least of his worries when he's sporting a 
horrible case of boils and an awful monobrow." 

Alec chuckled with a smile before it slipped from his mouth and was 
replaced with a thoughtful frown. Magnus looked up at his husband's 
weary face, which was slowly starting to show his age, if only a 
little bit through the crow's feet at the corners of his bright blue 
eyes. Magnus knew what that look meant. "Alexander, it'll be alright. 
Boys will be boys after all. It doesn't mean you're a bad 
parent . " 

"It's not that. I was thinking about Max." Alec replied looking on 
towards the bathroom where he knew Max was with his brother. "No 
matter what we do to try to change people's minds, there are still 
those who will always try to ruin what we're doing and just hate. And 
our boys are being put through that. What if Max grows to hate 
Shadowhunters ? " 

"We won't let that happen. Besides, you and Rafael are Nephilim and 
he loves you both to pieces." Magnus said. "We lead by example and we 
can't go wrong." 

"Dad, we're done!" Max called as he and Rafael appeared from the 
bathroom, Rafael wiping his hands on his jeans. Alec painted on a 



smile and told them both to set the table as if nothing had been 
worrying him at all. Magnus let go of Alec and picked up Chairman 
Meow, giving the feline a scratching under his whiskery chin. 

As Max began to conjure up plates and cutlery, Rafael walked up to 
Alec and wrapped his arms tightly around Alec's waist in a hug. "I'm 
sorry I punched Bernard Dad. I'll be better, I promise." Rafael 
spoke, his voice coming out muffled against Alec's chest. Alec 
softened as he held onto Rafael, remembering the time he had found 
Rafael growing up almost feral on the streets of Buenos Aires. 

"I know Rafe." Alec replied leaning down and placing a kiss to the 
top of his son's head. "I know." 


3 . Priorities 
_Hello again !_ 

_Here is another chapter! I've decided that I'll update as soon as 
I'm happy about each of the chapters (I currently have plans for 
about fifteen stories with some already written but unedited) . Thank 
you all for the reviews and the favourites and subscriptions. I hope 
to hear from you all again soon. Just to clarify again, this series 
will be a series of one shots (unless I specify otherwise) from 
different points in the Lightwood-Bane ' s lives. 

><em> 

_This chapter is set somewhere after the ending of Lady Midnight and 
A Long Conversation so spoilers for them. This chapter also features 
characters from the Mortal Instruments. _ 

_Let me know what you all think. 

><em> 

_En joy !_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><spanXstrong>The Lightwood-Bane Chronicles<strong> 

**Priorities ** 

"Get out of the way! Move!" Jace yelled, pushing his way through the 
crowd of students as he helped Alec, who was near unconscious with 
pain and covered in blood and demon ichor, on to a cot in the 
infirmary. Isabelle bustled about her brother with blood streaming 
down her cheek from a cut just above her left eyebrow and Simon 
grabbed every medical supply he could manage to hold. 

"Alec, stay awake!" Isabelle said tapping Alec's cheek until his 
drooping eyes became slightly more alert. He tried to speak but the 
wound on his side made it difficult for him to even think. He turned 
his head to the side and watched Simon limping around as he unwrapped 
bandages and sterilised implements. Jace knelt down on the other side 
of Alec, sweat pouring from his forehead and tore the remainder of 
Alec's shirt apart so that he could look at the wound. 


"How bad is it?" Alec groaned, amazed that he was still conscious 
enough to ask a question without slurring. Jace glanced at Alec's 



face and gave him a tight smile. 

"Nothing we can't handle. Just needs a couple of iratzes and you'll 
be back to normal." Jace clapped his hand on Alec's shoulder to which 
he let out a yelp. 

"I know when you're lying Jace." Alec gasped lifting his head from 
the pillow. A throbbing pain flashed across his head and was almost 
blind with dizziness before his head fell back against the pillow, 
falling into unconsciousness as he went. 

Jace felt the blood drain from his face as he turned to Isabelle. 
"Call Magnus." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Is Daddy going to be alright?" Max asked, holding tightly onto 
his brother Rafael as they followed their Papa through the shimmering 
blue portal he had created. Clary was on the other side waiting for 
them beckoning them through the doors of the Inst itute . <p> 

"He will be Blueberry, don't worry." Magnus replied tightly as he 
closed the portal behind them. 

"He's upstairs in the Infirmary." Clary said, taking hold of the 
boys' hands. "I'll take the boys to the training room out of the 
way . " 

"What about Daddy?" Max asked worriedly, looking up at Clary with 
wide tearful eyes. Magnus knelt down in front of the young warlock, 
who had not long turned five years old, and gave him a brave 
smile . 

"Daddy will be okay. I'm going to go help him." he turned to the 
older boy who straightened up and stared determinedly at Magnus. 
"Rafael, you look after your little brother okay?" Rafael nodded and 
calmly took Max's hand in his as Clary led them away. As soon as they 
were out of sight, Magnus ran to the elevator as fast as his legs 
could carry him and punched the button for the Infirmary. 

When he reached the infirmary doors and swung them open, Magnus's 
sight was met with the image of Alec's writhing body contorting on 
the cot as Simon, Jace and Isabelle tried to hold him down. Magnus 
flitted to his lover's side and held his tensing hands in his, 
watching as Alec's eyes rolled back as his body spasmed. 

"What happened?" Magnus snapped at the others before his eyes caught 
sight of Alec's wound. Sticking out of Alec's waist and completely 
surrounded by Alec's blood was a demon stinger the length of Magnus's 
hand. "Why didn't you take that out of him as soon as you got 
back? " 

"We tried. We think there's a barb on the end preventing it from 
coming out." Isabelle replied, her eyes red and puffy with tears. 

"And every time we touch it, it pushes itself deeper into the 
wound . " 


"Magnus, what do we do?" Jace pleaded, restraining Alec's arms to the 
mattress as Simon tried to do the same with Alec's legs. 



Magnus turned back to see Alec's mouth start to froth. Magnus snapped 
his fingers as his magic flew over Alec's body. The others let go 
with a gasp as Alec's body slowly started to calm down. "Alright, 
here's what I need you to do." Magnus instructed, not once taking his 
focus away from the task at hand. "Isabelle, Simon, I need a bucket 
of holy water and as many towels as you can get. We're going to need 
them. Jace, clean the blood around the wound away and get ready with 
your stele. He's going to need blood replacement runes and iratzes as 
soon as we get the venom out of his system. Hurry now." Jace, Simon 
and Isabelle went about as they were told and Magnus placed a kiss to 
Alec's sweat dampened hair. "I've got you, my love. You'll be okay." 
He whispered in his ear just as he heard the Infirmary doors groan 
open. Magnus looked up in horror as he spotted Max and Rafael staring 
at Alec on the bed. 

"DADDY!" Max screamed as he came rushing forward, Rafael chasing 
after his brother just as Clary appeared in the doorway. Glittering 
sparks flew from Max's hands as he ran. 

"Clary, get them out of here!" Magnus shouted just as Simon scooped 
up a flailing, crying Max in his arms. Clary grabbed Rafael trying to 
shield his attention from Alec's wound and sent an apologetic look 
over her shoulder. 

"I'm sorry. I turned my back for one second." Clary replied picking 
up Rafael who continued to stare over her shoulder at Alec and ran 
after Simon. 

Magnus turned his attention back to Alec, feeling rattled as Isabelle 
dumped the towels and holy water on the floor beside him. Choking 
noises started coming from Alec's mouth as the seizures started up 
again. Isabelle bit back a whimper as she stroked her Alec's hair. 
"Hang in there, big brother. Come on. Don't leave me tooaC 1 " she 
sobbed . 

"We're not going to lose him Izzy. Pull yourself together." Jace 
snapped throwing the bloodied rag in his hand over his shoulder. 
"Magnus, I'm ready. What do I do now?" 

Magnus was starting to tremble as his magic began to wane. Shaking 
his head out of the dizzying fog surrounding his mind, Magnus looked 
at Jace with a grimace. "You're going to have to cut away the damaged 
tissue around the wound. Any poison left in that skin will go 
straight into Alexander's bloodstream as soon as you take the stinger 
out." Jace nodded and pulled a knife from the side of his boot, 
swallowing the bile in his throat before cutting into Alec's 
skin . 

Alec's eyes flew open with a scream as Izzy tried to keep him still. 
Magnus pushed as much of his strength into his magic as he could 
stand, fighting off the dizzying wave of unconsciousness threatening 
to overwhelm him. A moment later Jace removed the stinger throwing it 
to the side and threw the bucket of holy water on the remains of the 
wound, watching as the last of the demon ichor fizzled away. Jace 
then pressed the towels against the wound to stop the bleeding as he 
hastily applied runes on to Alec's slick torso. 

Alec went still as Magnus removed his magic, slumping against the 
side of the cot and gingerly touching Alec's fingers. Isabelle 
pressed a tearful kiss to Magnus's cheek. "Thank you." She whispered. 



stroking her brother's head in her lap. 

"Hey, what are family for?" Magnus mumbled as he closed his eyes, 
resting his forehead against Alec's shoulder. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Alec groggily woke up to a blinding headache, hours later to find 
Max and Rafael hugging him close as they slept. The pain that was in 
his side earlier had now been reduced to a tender ache underneath the 
course bandages wrapped around his stomach. <p> 

"Don't ever scare me like that again, Alexander." Alec turned his 
head to the side to see Magnus sat in an armchair watching him and 
their sons. There was a look on Magnus's face that felt like a stab 
to Alec's chest. "I mean it, Nephilim. You do anything like that 
again and I swear I'll leave you and I'll take the boys with 


"Magnusa€ 1 " 

"I mean it. Don't think I won't." Magnus shuffled closer and gripped 
Alec's hand tightly. Only now could Alec see the unshed tears of 
worry in Magnus's yellow cat's eyes. "I know this is your job and I 
know there are always risks buta€ 1 " Magnus stopped and took in a 
shaky breath. "Alexander, what do I tell the boys if you don't come 
back from a patrol? Do you expect me to dress them in white for your 
funeral this early in their lives?" 

"Magnus, we were ambusheda€ 1 " 

"Oh I know. Sheldon told me what happened earlier whilst you were 
asleep . " 

"You mean Simon?" 

"Whatever." Magnus gave Alec a look before turning his attention to 
Max who had started to stir. "Alexander, I don't want their last 
memories of their father to be of him dying in a pool of his own 
blood. And, for the record, I don't want that either." 

"What do you expect me to do Magnus? I'm not going to abandon my 
sister and my parabatai the next time they need me on a patrol." Alec 
thought they had been through this. 

"I don't want you to, but I don't want to see you hurt either." 

Magnus snapped. 

Alec shook his head sadly. "I can't promise that. It's part of the 
job." 

"I know." Magnus's voice wavered unsteadily and he paused to compose 
himself, staring pointedly at their joined hands. "Alexander, I 
thought you were going to die today. I'm not ready to let you go. Not 
yeta€ 1 " 

"Magnus, I'm not going anywhere." Alec squeezed Magnus's hand. "Trust 


"You can't promise that either Nephilim." Magnus looked at him with 



wide eyes and Alec's reply died in his throat. Alec nodded, squeezing 
Magnus's hand in comfort. Magnus leaned forward and kissed Alec's 
mouth. "Aku cinta kamu." 

Alec smiled tiredly. "I love you too." 

"Daddy?" Alec glanced at Max who was looking at him blearily through 
his tired blue eyes. Rafael groggily woke up and turned to Alec as 
well. "Are you okay. Daddy?" 

"Yeah Max, I'm fine." Alec smiled back as Max shifted up and wrapped 
his arms carefully around Alec's neck. Alec hugged both boys gently 
as they went back to sleep. He waited until both of the boys were 
lightly snoring again before looked up to find Magnus watching them 
quietly. "I'll talk to Jace in the morning. See if I can get a desk 
job or something. But if there is no one else available for a patrol 
and they need me, I will help them." 

Magnus nodded and squeezed Alec's hand. "I suppose I could try to 
live with that. Get some rest. You've got a lot of making up to me to 
do tomorrow, starting with bed rest at home for at least three 
days . " 

"Done." Magnus smiled and stood, pressing a kiss to Alec's forehead 
before leaving the room for him to let him sleep. Alec looked down at 
his sons and with a smile, fell into a restful sleep. 


End 
f ile . 



